i8o     THE VILLAGE IN THE JUNGLE
is a Mudalali now: I expect he hopes to be made
the Agent Hamadoru one day."
"It is he, aiya, he and the headman. They want
me to give my wife to the Mudalali. I refused.
Now they have taken my chena from me. ThejrwiH
ruin me. The Agent Hamadoru, if he knew, would
have interfered to stop this; but now it will be
too late by the time I can complain to him. It will
be too late, aiya!"
The fat Moorman rolled from side to side with
laughter.
"O the dog! O the dog! 0 the dog! There is
no one like these fishers for finding money and
women everywhere. Allah! They call us Moor-
men cunning and clever. The only thing I ever
found in Beddagama was bad debts. And here this
swine of a fisher finds not only bags of grain, and
bags of rupees there, but women too. But I am
sorry for you, Babun. I remember you; you were
a good man in that accursed village. Come in here
now, and I'll see what I can do for you. I should
like to stop that swine's game. But it is difficult.
One wants time. We must send a petition; the
Agent Hamadoru would stop it if he knew. But
there are always peons and clerks and headmen in
the way before you can get to him. Cents here and
cents there, and delays and inquiries! You want